A Material Reverie by Mafe, Daniel
This is the author’s version of a work that was submitted/accepted for pub-
lication in the following source:
Mafe, Daniel (2011) A Material Reverie. Allyson Reynolds from Soil and
Stone.
This file was downloaded from: http://eprints.qut.edu.au/57565/
c© Copyright 2011 Please consult the author.
Notice: Changes introduced as a result of publishing processes such as
copy-editing and formatting may not be reflected in this document. For a
definitive version of this work, please refer to the published source:
A	  Material	  Reverie	  
	  	  
But	  when	  I	  lean	  over	  the	  chasm	  of	  myself	  -­‐	  	  
it	  seems	  
my	  God	  is	  dark	  
and	  like	  a	  web:	  a	  hundred	  roots	  
silently	  drinking	  	  –	  Rilke	  	  
from	  soil	  and	  stone	  is	  a	  work	  consisting	  of	  fifty	  drawings	  on	  paper	  organised	  in	  a	  grid.	  Each	  drawing	  is	  small,	  only	  19	  by	  14	  centimetres,	  and	  set	  out	  in	  portrait	  format.	  They	  each	  reference,	  either	  explicitly	  or	  abstractly,	  natural	  phenomena.	  These	  include	  plant	  forms,	  pollens,	  seeds,	  pods,	  and	  leaf	  shapes	  and	  each	  is	  painted	  with	  a	  dizzying	  and	  liquid	  array	  of	  techniques	  and	  technical	  finesse.	  Colour	  is	  used	  sparingly	  but	  tellingly,	  and	  all	  are	  generously	  and	  wetly	  composed,	  with	  each	  seeming	  to	  flow	  into	  the	  necessary	  rightness	  of	  composition.	  Within	  the	  overall	  work	  the	  feel	  is	  sometimes	  of	  the	  archive,	  a	  personal	  kind	  where	  pressed	  flowers	  are	  stumbled	  upon	  within	  a	  book.	  At	  other	  times	  they	  seem	  to	  image	  the	  stellar	  as	  one	  confronts	  the	  immensity	  of	  some	  planet	  suspended	  in	  the	  void.	  Again,	  as	  a	  recurring	  theme	  in	  Reynolds’	  oeuvre,	  the	  notion	  of	  the	  taxonomy	  is	  sounded.	  The	  drawings	  are	  laid	  out	  to	  display	  difference	  and	  reveal	  through	  contrast	  essence.	  It	  is	  a	  mapping	  that	  illuminates	  a	  generous	  plentitude.	  	  	  	  
In	  the	  heart	  of	  matter	  there	  grows	  an	  obscure	  vegetation;	  in	  the	  night	  of	  
matter	  black	  flowers	  blossom.	  	  –	  Bachelard	  	  At	  work	  in	  these	  drawings	  there	  is	  a	  strongly	  actualised	  sensitivity,	  for	  Reynolds	  is	  nothing	  if	  not	  an	  artist	  of	  sensibility,	  an	  explorer	  par	  excellence	  of	  fluid	  suggestion.	  To	  look	  into	  a	  work	  by	  Reynolds,	  one	  is	  taken	  into	  a	  visual	  space	  predicated	  on	  the	  evocative.	  Nothing	  is	  or	  can	  even	  be	  quite	  as	  it	  seems.	  We	  are	  instead	  given	  presentiments	  to	  work	  with.	  And	  from	  these	  clues	  we	  must,	  as	  an	  oracle,	  draw	  on	  our	  selves	  and	  our	  imaginings	  to	  build	  more	  complete	  meanings.	  	  	  
From	  the	  earth	  of	  hard	  rock	  and	  soft	  mud,	  fragile	  breaths	  that	  bloom	  green	  
and	  long,	  adorned	  and	  flowered,	  drift	  upward,	  sotte	  voce.	  	  As	  an	  ensemble	  these	  works	  echo	  as	  thoughts,	  mixed	  with	  the	  deep	  resonant	  hums	  that	  emanate	  from	  the	  hulked,	  slow-­‐thought	  of	  ancient	  massings.	  These	  are	  reveries	  of	  vegetative	  life	  and	  speaking	  stone.	  As	  images	  they	  embrace	  the	  night;	  the	  night	  of	  the	  material	  imagination.	  Matter	  is	  dark,	  unilluminated	  by	  the	  quicksilver	  everyday	  thought.	  In	  the	  drawings,	  painted	  in	  a	  flood	  of	  liquid	  ink,	  images	  emerge	  magically,	  luminously	  pale	  as	  the	  moon.	  Some	  are	  reminiscent	  of	  seeds,	  leaf	  and	  grass	  forms,	  others	  reference	  rock	  and	  still	  others	  lay	  suspended	  
in	  an	  abstract	  world	  of	  mysterious	  gesturings	  or	  markings,	  seemingly	  allusive	  of	  growth	  and	  flowering.	  	  	  Conceived	  in	  nature	  the	  drawings	  are	  birthed	  in	  the	  studio,	  away	  from	  their	  germinating	  sources	  of	  inspiration.	  These	  images	  are	  then,	  found	  in	  the	  matter	  and	  material	  processes	  of	  their	  making.	  Paper	  is	  soaked	  and	  ink	  poured,	  to	  be	  flooded	  with	  water,	  and	  sometimes	  with	  colour;	  all	  is	  animated	  and	  surrendered	  to	  in	  the	  spirit	  of	  a	  profound	  giving.	  This	  work	  is	  animist	  in	  spirit,	  the	  drawing	  throbs	  with	  its	  own	  imaginings.	  In	  the	  work	  of	  Reynolds,	  nature	  lives,	  thinks	  and	  breathes	  and	  all	  is	  consciousness,	  all	  is	  alive,	  each	  offering	  and	  sharing	  itself	  with	  itself	  and	  with	  others.	  	  	  
For	  the	  root,	  the	  darkest	  earth	  …	  is	  also	  a	  mirror,	  a	  strange	  opaque	  mirror	  
which	  doubles	  every	  aerial	  reality	  with	  a	  subterranean	  image.	  –	  Bachelard	  	  This	  work	  speaks	  of	  hidden	  things,	  the	  root	  of	  things,	  their	  birth	  and	  realisation	  deep	  within	  the	  creating	  mind.	  These	  works,	  with	  their	  dark	  and	  liquid	  spaces	  murmurously	  riddled	  with	  a	  breaking	  light,	  invite	  even	  demand	  reverie	  for	  entrée.	  These	  are	  dreaming	  images,	  imagining	  images	  -­‐	  these	  are	  images	  that	  coerce	  and	  demand	  imaginative	  engagement.	  This	  engagement	  is	  of	  creative	  mirroring,	  one	  that	  reflects	  Reynold’s	  processes	  of	  making	  where	  images	  are	  conjured,	  and	  in	  that	  moment	  of	  realisation,	  assume	  a	  rightness	  of	  placement	  and	  articulation	  within	  the	  world	  they	  so	  magically	  reflect.	  	  I	  mentioned	  the	  work’s	  similarities	  to	  a	  taxonomy,	  where	  differences	  are	  listed	  and	  compared	  but	  maybe	  it	  is	  more	  accurate	  to	  describe	  the	  particular	  assemblage	  work	  as	  an	  ecology.	  Each	  individual	  work	  presents	  differently:	  different	  shapes,	  textures,	  references,	  luminosities	  and	  techniques.	  As	  a	  whole	  
from	  soil	  and	  stone	  maps	  or	  even	  creates	  a	  world,	  visible	  in	  much	  the	  same	  way	  as	  when	  we	  peer	  intently	  into	  grass	  or	  a	  rock	  pool	  or	  pond.	  The	  longer	  we	  look	  the	  more	  we	  notice.	  It	  details	  that	  which	  emerges	  from	  the	  dark	  of	  the	  earth	  pointing	  to	  the	  mysterious	  happenings	  that	  occur	  within	  and	  emerge	  from	  this	  unknowable	  space.	  	  	  	  
Images	  are	  primary	  psychic	  realities.	  In	  experience	  itself,	  everything	  
begins	  with	  images.	  –	  Bachelard	  	  Each	  drawing	  is	  complete	  unto	  itself	  and	  taken	  as	  a	  whole,	  as	  already	  mentioned,	  is	  a	  taxonomy,	  but	  also	  a	  list,	  an	  ecology,	  a	  tapestry,	  a	  quilt,	  it	  is	  a	  book,	  a	  journal	  which	  pictorially	  notes,	  remarks,	  comments.	  As	  a	  whole	  it	  is	  replete	  of	  dark	  that	  is	  unknowable	  metaphors,	  pictorial	  in	  form	  but	  endlessly	  generative	  of	  a	  poetry,	  a	  continual	  exhortation	  to	  dreaming.	  There	  is,	  it	  seems,	  no	  other	  way	  to	  look	  with	  this	  work	  for	  it	  is	  not	  to	  be	  looked	  at	  like	  some	  discrete	  object,	  but	  rather	  it	  asks	  to	  be	  looked	  with.	  It	  asks	  for	  our	  looking	  to	  accompany	  the	  work	  in	  its	  unfolding.	  In	  this	  way	  it	  speaks	  to	  the	  dark	  mirror	  of	  our	  heart	  -­‐	  that	  place	  so	  redolent	  and	  so	  saturated	  with	  feeling	  and	  so	  full	  of	  the	  most	  profound	  unknowing.	  For	  to	  unknow,	  is	  to	  be	  born	  again,	  to	  see	  afresh.	  	  
	  	  
Matter	  is	  dreamed	  and	  not	  perceived.	  -­‐	  Bachelard	  	  	  We	  see	  in	  the	  sheer	  materiality	  of	  these	  drawn	  works	  a	  generation	  suggestive	  of	  image.	  Like	  plumes	  of	  breath	  on	  a	  cold	  day,	  each	  image	  births	  anew	  a	  wondering.	  As	  we	  attune	  to	  and	  quieten	  in	  our	  looking	  at	  these	  works,	  we	  are	  immediately	  in	  a	  position	  to	  open	  to	  the	  release	  of	  thought	  and	  associative	  dreaming	  necessary	  to	  access	  the	  generative	  core	  of	  this	  work.	  Once	  there	  we	  share	  the	  powerful	  creative	  dreaming	  of	  the	  artist,	  who	  now	  through	  us	  the	  viewer,	  performs	  and	  reinvents	  the	  very	  act	  of	  dreaming	  into	  being	  the	  world.	  In	  the	  dark	  unknowing	  of	  the	  earth,	  through	  the	  dark	  mirroring	  of	  Reynolds	  art,	  we	  are	  granted	  the	  gift,	  even	  if	  only	  for	  a	  moment,	  of	  seeing	  anew.	  	  	  Daniel	  Mafe	  November	  4,	  2011	  
